
Mr, Webster.
MIY Mr. "Webster married her, una
wby she married him, is not easy to
explain. She was pretty, young look-

ing and graceful. She had lovely blue
eyes anl black lashes, and a dimple in her
,e"t clier-- that had made many men abject,
nr.1 e.U retained its power. She was thirty--
7 0 -- .J enough to take care ofhersolf. And

. . h Lcr own people, when she lived with
--cm at C helsea. she had always dono much

--j3 t liked had hor own sitting-roo-

rz'.ycz her own teas, occasionally even a little
-- nr, and had liberty to her heart's con--

1 W hen they, rather unexpectedly, took
' zia their heeds to go and live abroad,

cre was no reason why she should not have
:.tvcn a little flat on her own account and

no a living the life that she liked best.
;.nsterhood would not have mattered to

er, e.nce she was one of those women who
v?cU 1 1 o attractive at any age, and could nf--

ri t ) jack and choose among men of a cer--
js. a --Tuiiding. They nlwajs enjoy talking to

r, t of them likod her; with a cortain
.ut f encouragement a good many

. 1 lme loved her did, as a matter of
. t, ur Lad done so, without the encourage- -

zA. she was interested in so many things,
jz 1 jUid talk 6H6!ly and brightly about any- -

-j, or almost anything, on earth;
a 111 written once or twice for
a n- s, on somo easy topic of
t aa- - could draw a little, rather
. 2," t must be owned, and painted in oils

c o Jf "jised water colors) oven worse. She
.1 -- ontnved to get hung at one or two
- r galleries, chiefly because most of the

- n&z commtttoe went to tea with her on
:w das nd admired the daffodils with

i s.k decorated her little studio. She
is i iiif and her paintings were so small,

', 1 have been unkind not to find room
r u. Besides what her fattier called her

Mai aeoompHsuments, she was clever
.. i av bold matters could order a dinner
r t had a definite tutte in clarots, and
1 een known when with only two or three
It m st intimate friends) to smoke a cigar- -

w: h her coffee.
T. i - n Warner had been devoted to her
r - ars people had always thought it

1 'omo to something; quite suddenly ho
' X J the Cape to look after somo diamond

r. s and write a boon about them afler- -
- s , and it came to be understood that
cr L ng was over between him and Emily

rVi a . Then it was announced that hor
, i wore Koing to live abroad; and she

rri' 1 "ilr Webster.
-- w3Ir. Webster was a widower of forty- -
with two children, a boy and a girl, aged

'Lt and ten. called Gilbert and Maria. He
d in the Adelaide road, and had a littlo

use at Broadstairs, to which ho frequently
a down from Saturday to Monday. He
ts something in the city, something con-t- d

Rith engineering and railwajs; sho
. ver quite knew what, and Mr. Webster was

t a man easy to question. He was grave
md g, rather tall, with firm, woll-- j.

eloped features; his manner of speaking
was slow, his clothes were usually black, and
lis manner rather masterful, especially with

, omen. He unbent to Emily Pierways a
grat deal before marriage, so that perhaps
-- ue did not sufficiently grasp his character,

ond seeing that he was a truthful, wortby
man which, indeed, he was), never likely to
run away from his creditors, nor to do any

' her dishonorable action. The lively, balf-m- tf

he tual society into which he strayed by
a fidont when he made acquaintance with
hor wis wholly new to him. The women in
jt wern bright and chatty, and had individu-
ality tby knew aoout things, and were coin- -j

aLioiiable. in short, they had not the sup-
pressed nanner of women m his own set,
,'uo wre, as a rule, the usual sort of niiddle-'ias- s

wives, dull and unimaginative, without
t n interests of any sort of which his sex
ared to hear. He had been an excellent

L asband, of the kind well suited to this type
f woman, and intended, given the chance,

v ) be one aaio. When he came across Miss
l itw.ij s he Ml in love with her; so much

at f"r a little time, he humored her and
way to hw and struggled to be compan-- a

o "told her that he was veiy lonely and
i a out Ins children. In some strange way
t u bed her. She was lonely and heart-- -

though she showed lt little enough, and
j h: he was the same. She thought they

gt 'are for each other in a quiet, unexcit- -
"a, and that she could be content with

even thought, with a happy, day- -.

ci-r- v fueling, that she woula make him the
i t home in the world, and that ho would

r. t ire of her and love her, and life would
- a pleasant tame after all.
xt w as all done very quickly; neither of

m considered tbe matter enough perhaps.
. had long come to the conclusion that he

ttafc.e asoondwile,he was rat her pleased
h himself for bavins persuaded Miss Pier-
re to a ept that proud position. So he

arr d lifr, and meant, after his own fashion,
i of ' Up down and be happy ever after, in a
ni I", uuromantie manner (he was too old
- r iisense, he reflected), doing his duty,

T i eho was doing hers, in tne Adelaide
- ad.

j,it lugubrions abode fairly frightened
T when she arrived at it; then she had

sioas Hi u a king it more cheerful, prettier,
i i . -t a little artistic The first Mrs. Web--

r ad evidently taken things a good deal as
v aw. Thre was a photograph of her

..'lii amily album, with a white tie roundru L and a large brooch fastening it into
u. , Lmiiy desired to think other with rc--
i ul coi passion, seems that she was

. ', but she felt that a woman who wore a
r rooi-- would revel in ugly furniture.

1 in truth there were many terrible bits
, h "n bih to Mruggle. such as the round ta- -

n the drawing-roo- and the console
" w th the gilt lg3 and looking-glas- s.

ii gavp him a hint about that table one
v, but Mr. Webster answered, with flrm--
-- s in his roiee, "That is an exceedingly

--made piece of furniture, Emily. I like a
J, su stantial thing, and could not live in

r" r. furnished with the gimcrackery that
nowaday?."

Ttre wa9 one humiliating day, too, when
Lad draped the large gilt frame of the

king plass over the chimney piece. 3Iy
ir. said Mr. Webster, as he walked round

dravvine-roo- after dinner, "what is that
in o fr the mirror. Is it a dusting-sheet?- "

1 r ilenck," she said, and put her hand on
' ouldr eoaxingly, it's only a little bit

ITi n.m draper'. It's fashionable to cover
i king-gla- frames nowadays. Don't

a rt'iiiember ours at home were all draped"
4 s, my dear, quite so," he answered
piuntly, "but with decision. "At the same

, we will not drapo ours. Bo good
uugb to have the Indian drapery taken
v,n morning."

' I t it --lay up over the dinner partyr it it
v v bit of stuff," she coaxed.

Bi t Mr. Webster, though ho was half in- -
f1 1 to give in to her coaxing, being torri- -

V a' raid lest a woman should henpeck him,
firmly, "We'll have it down before

. i'juner party. See that it disappears to- -
rr w morning, my dear."

- it was taken down.
' v in her first one gaveEm- -

1fr a sensation of being handtied and
Mr. Webster arranged the mnnu with

,'i 1 to every dish that she proposed ho
iv objected. He inspected the table

it v as laid. She had decorated it rather
h i was pleased with herself, and waited

- a tompltment. Ho walked round it

!rar."besaid,"I dislike flowors ar-o- ii

the cloth in that manner. Be good
put them into vases."

, Frederick, do let them be thlB time,
njj so late and I thought you would
d them."

i i'nso! They won't take ten minutes
put into vases. Here, bring them to

- p would have cheerfully put them into
iB ls r soup plates if only his manner had

r liferent. But Mr. Webster was master-- 1
r nothing. Ho thought itasignof

"nj to show that he could be uncompro- -
- t if ppn about little things.

. why, why won't ho let me have the
ttie bit of a voice in the house!" she

I i despairingly. "It Is my house as well
and I only want to make him proud of

nd me."
hf thought of Tom Shattor aad his wife.
"i ' loafrtfd that he let his wife do as as she

pu-e- d in the house that it was her domain;
I I iat if h dkl not like it better than any
h i place, and did not find his comfort and

considered bofore all things in it, ho
ulii go somewhere else And that was

iw fatr. she thougnt, and wished that Mr.
. ebder rouia w)y giro fcer tie qiinncp ?l

vwv fpfuwiupjp 'ipiiiHfpn''

show him how charming a home she could
make in Adelaide road. But ho was nfrnld,
nnd put his foot down everywhere, and his
hand on everything.

"I wish you would not talk so much at din-

ner. Emily, when any one is here," ho said.
"I dislike women who express definite opin-

ions "
"I only do It about books, and pictures, and

things In my own line," sho pleaded.
"I dislike women who express definite

opinions on any subject," he repeated, firmly,
"unless it is to back up their husbands."

"Then I won't do it," sho snid, cheerfully,
determined to please him as far as possible;
and then she broached one of her foolish am-

bitions. "Frederick, I want to be at home on
"Wednesdays do you mind? or any day you
like, but one day a week."

"What for?"
"Oh, then people will know when to find

me."
"Women have nothing to do; they can take

their chance of flndlne you any afternoon."
"Yes, but men don't like coming on the

chance, and you know I like talking to artists
and interesting people."

"Nonsensel What can mtn have to say to
you or you to them? A man doesn't care to
talk to a woman, exceDt out of civility, unless
he is looking out for a'wife. You have got a
husband," he laughed, "and can be content."

"But you like going to the clubs some-
times," 6he urgtd. "If I never see people,
how am 1 to know about things?"

"I can tell you about anything you want to
know," he answered. "You have a husband
and a home, and tbe children to look after:
quite enough for any sensible woman."

"But, Frederick," she said, looking up,
"you must let me live. I think you look down
on women, you never talk to mo about anything
now, you stem to think it absurd of me to think
of anthinK beyond the house. You give mo
no companionship, and women want it; they
are better educated than they were formerly.
You don't care for going out, and when we
stay at home you read and say nothing to
me."

"You can read, too."
"Yes," sho answered, "nnd you think tho

subscription to Mudle'satreat to me, and you
let me read my novels as you let tho children
play their games. You do not expect the
children to talk of them before you, or me to
discuss my reading. If I am not to go out
and be amused, and am to stay at home with-
out intellectual companionship of any sort,
what shall I become? I shall be like the doc-

tor's wife, or tho lawyer's wife, or tho par-
son's wife, without interests or individuality,
or even intelligence in tituo."

"You must understand, Emily," he 6aid,
firmly, "that women are different from men.
Men have one set of interests, wome hav an-

other; and a woman should be content with
tho duties and pleasures of her sex, as a man
is content with those of his. I particularly
dislike strong-minde- d women "

"And so do I I hate them. I doa't want
the suffrage or to go on platforms or commit-
tees or to see my name in print, but I do want
to know just a little bit of what is going on in
tbe world and I want to feel in some measure
that I am free still. Ferbaps if you were very
much in love with me sho said, gently,
and stopped.

"I am too old for that sort of thing," ho
answered, "but if I were what then?"

She was silent for a moment; she hoped ho
might have answered differently.

"Ifyou had been very much in love with me,"
she said, noftly. "and 1 with you, I daresay I
should have loved the most absolute bondage.
But as it is, I feel as if I bad taken a post as
housekeeper, and you were my master rather
than my husband. I have a round of duties
and nopower of any sort."

"Most sensible men are masters in their
own houses.' He said it sternly.

"Of course they are; but they give their
wives some rein and let them work out their
own salvation. I thought we should bo good
companions, going abreast through the world
together, seeing and bearing and dlsoussing
all that was goins: on about us. That seems
to me like marriage. The husband, of course,
should be the stronger, and if either has to
give way about things lt should be the woman

except when the man does, as a proof, not
of his weakness, but of his strength. But
you and I, Frederick, represent, not husband
and wife, bat woman and her master. We
are two people who live in the same house "

"I think this discussion has gone far
enough, Emily. You have your views and I
have mine, and as I am not likely to alter
mine, jou had better reconsider yours. Now
I am colng to tho office," and he walked out
of the dining-roo- pur on his coat, brushing
it first with a brush kept in the hatstand, and
took down his bat from tho peg.

"By the way," he said, coming back to the
dining-roo- "Phillips, an old friend of mine,
will dine here this evening dinner at 7, as
usual. You had better give us some fried
soles, a boiled chicken, and apple tart."

"Very well, dear," she said, remembering
that she used to pride herself on being able to
order a dinner, but her pndo had been nipped
in the bud. At first she had tried little sur-
prises on him salads of new design, and sa-

vories, and dainty little dishes of various
sorts, instead of those of the strictly British
and family dinner order. But he had looked
at them doubtfully, and silently refused them.

"You might have some boiled custards with
the apple tart,"' he added.

'Very well. Good-by,- " she said, and put
out her had, feeling that, as things-ba- not
been go ng very smoothly, he would perhaps
take it as a sign that she was sorry.

"Good-Dy.- " he said with a nod, and closed
tbestieet door after himself with a bang.

She stood with her back to the fire, leaning
against the corner of the mantel-piec- e, think-
ing. "I suppose the majority of men are like
that "when they are married all, except a
few." She looked straight ahead of her as
if she could see into the future. "He's deadly
dull," she said, after a few minutes, and sat
down in tho armchair. "I believe I shall die
of routine and respectability. But it's my
own fault, It's every bit my own fault. The
life I havo laid out for myself is the sort of
one that countless women live and are satis-
fied with, and try to attain and even envy.
This is marriage! I feel as if my spinstcrhood
had been a lovely dream, and I had awakened
from it to bondage and a mess of pottage. If
I had only cared for him but I thought it
would have been so different, that we should,
at least, have been comrades; then I could
havo been content. I wonder why he married
me? I thought be cared, but his manner was
different three "hours after the ceremony, as
if he had finished playing a part and become
his natural self again" with a sense of relief.'

She was a sensible woman, not given to
grieve over inevitables, so she stood up and
looked at herself in the glass, and felt hap-
pier when Ehe saw her own blue eyes, for she
knew there was power in them, nnd some-
thing told her that the power would not re-
main a prisoner there. Then sho looked at
the marble clock on the mantelpiece. "Half-pa- st

ten o'clock," she laughed; "time to
order dinner. What a stupid old goose be
is he might have had such a lively time If
ho had only been sensible; he is so horribly
afraid of being henpecked that ho won't let
me call my soul my own. I don't believe I
care 2 pence for my husband, though I mar-
ried him with tho best Intentions in the
wo-ld-

, and should havo been a treasure if he
had only known how to manago me. Now I'll
order his lordship's dinner, and then go up
and see Gilbert nnd Maria."

The children were not interesting any more
than their father. Tho boy, who was pale and
had a small nose and lank hnir, never talked;
he shuffled uneasily away when she wanted
to talk to him. The" girl had a color, and thin
lips the mouth oi a vixen.

"Oh, my dear Miss and Master Webster,"
Emily said to herself that morning "it is very
adroit of your good papa to keep you out of
sight before I married him. If I had seen you
first, I don't think my courago would havo
held out."

"Are you ready for lessons, Gilbert?" she
asked cheerfully. "Maria, will you get the
books?" Mr. Webster had explained to her,
a month after marriage, that It was his wish
that she should give them morning lessons as
their mother had always done. She had
rather liked the prospect, and worked away
at French verbs, multiplication table, and

exercises till she found how
thoroughly attractive the children were then
she hated them all. If he would have allowed
her to pay for a governess out of the hundred
nnd fifty that was her own, she would have
been delighted; but this she did not even
dare suggest. By 12 o'clock the lessons were
finished; she sent the children to put on their
things for the morning walk with the maid,
and went down to the dining-roo- m once
more. "I hope I shall never have a child to
grow up into a woman living the life that I
am going to live, or Into a man like Fred-
erick. This stodgy, dreary world is full of
lives like ours; thi3 country is made up of
them, and tho ground beneath our feet is
packed full of their graves. Marriage has
given me a now view of tho world altogether.
I WW dJWlt beore th.at thepeopj.0 wjo sye

-
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reo and work, the people who do things, or
attempt to do them, which is next best; the
people who aro not bound by convention-
alities, who don't enre for respectability of
this sort, who aro not always trying to live up
to a type, as Mr. Webster is, aro just the salt
of the earth."

A telegraph boy ran up the steps and gave
a loud double knock. Sho looked up and
laughed. "It's a delightful sound," sho said;
"I feel as if asonsatlonof some sort were
coming." The telegram was for her, and
from Mr. Webster. "'Order dinner for Phil-
lips and me only; meet mo with children at
Victoria station; going to send you with them
to Brondstaira for a fortnight." "Thnnk
you," she said, bewildered; "you are a calm
person, and I suppose I am your good and
chattel, and you think you can do as you
like." She sat down and thought the situa-
tion all round. "I suppose I hnd better go,"
she concluded; "wisdom and a little meekness
aro the bettor part of valor when you aro
married to Mr. Webster."

Mr. Webster met her at tho station. His
manner was firm and reserved, ho smiled
once or twice but his smilo was distinctly
unyielding.

"I suppose you have taken some needle-
work with you," ho said, "and you will find
some books there, and the piano. I shall
probably come down noxt week, from Satur-
day till Monday."

Tbe cottaco looked liko a villa; it was ton
minutes from tho station; there was n corn
field in front of it, and two or three colored
advertisements on tho open fonco that pnrtcd
it from the road. Behind, from tho upper
windows, there was a view of tho sea tho
gray moaning sen that met tho sky in tho dis-

tance; it seemed to reach out to her over tho
sand and toward tho cottage. A fenced-i- n

garden went round the house; scarlet gera-
niums and larkspur grow in it, and on ono
side, leaning against tho bouse, tbero was a
conservatory: inside the conservatory wero
several indiarubber plants, four pots of musk,
and a creeping-jenn- y falling from a wiro
basket. Tho cottage itself bnd two squaro
sitting-room- s with bow windows, the drawing--

room had a door opening into tho con-
servatory, a study (in which ha never studied)
for Mr. Webster, and upstairs soveral squaro
rooms without bow windows, furnished as
bedrooms.

"But I don't caro which it Is. for I shall bo
a rejoicing corpse inside." Then sho went
down to tea tea with mutton chops, which
Mr. Webster had ordered by telegram, think-
ing it wou'd do excellently well for her and
Gilbert and Maria. It was i dreary meal
the children wcro very silent. The tablecloth
wa3 coarse "Gcod enough linen for tho sea-
side," Mr. Webster would hae said, and so
it wa3, perhaps; but tho general cheerlessnoss
made it get on hor nerves. "English ugli-
ness is so dispiriting," she thought. "I won-
der why it is. I believe lt is because, In spite
of all our boasting, we have as little 6ense of
humor as of beauty. Oh, this square and
vulgar villa, with Its opprcssivo air of

as the middle class consider prosper-
ity, how dlfforent it is from what the merest
hut might be in which two happy people
lived and found tho world beautiful. If only
Dickson " but she choked down her
thoughts; they wero treason to Mr. Webster,
nnd she was a loyal woman and meant to
make tho best of things.

"I want somo more bread and butter,
please," Gilbert said.

"Yes, dear. Couldn't you say 'please,
mother?' " she asked, thinking perhaps that
an element of maternity in her life might
comfort her for other disappointments.

"Mother's dead." ho answered, with his
mouth full, nnd she had no heart to contra-
dict him. When the meal was over they
went out for a walk along a fiat white road
between the hedges of two fields, till pres-
ently they came to the cliff, with tbe long
stretch of gray sea in front and tho high
white sky abovo it. It rested her to look
into the distance.

"Gilbert, when you aro a man would you
like to go across the sea in a ship?"
5"No," answered Gilbert, vacantly. "I
should like to bo like father.

"We might go and look for the beach," sho
said to Maria.

" Ve don't want to," Maria answered fret-
fully.

"Couldn't we go back?" asked Gilbert.
"We don't care about walking."

Mr. Webster did not write for two or tbreo
days, and then it was only n scrappy letter,
hoping that sho had everything she wanted,
and signed, "Your affectionate husband.
There was a postscript: "Isabel is staing
with me. Perhaps I shall bring her down on
Saturday." Isabel was his sister, the widow
of a doctor. She had been living in North-
umberland for the last two years. Latel sho
had taken rooms in London. Her eyes were
very sharp and her manner was very cold.

Emily met them at tho stntion and walked
back with a heavy heart, and tried to be a
pleasant hostess to her sister-in-la- 3Irs.
Oldham looked at the dinner-tabl- e with a
critical eye.

"Isn't lt rather a pity to pick the flowers?"
she asked. "They soon die in tho house."

Emily thought the remark unnecessary, bu
she said nothing; and the evening passed off
pretty well, though it was deadly dull. They
all went to church on Sunday morning. In
the afternoon Mr. Webster went to sleep, but
he woke up with a start at 1 o'clock.

"My dear." he said, "where aro the chil-
dren? You'd better take them for a walk
over the cliff."

"I don't want to go out now." she answered
gently, "I am so neuralgic y, and there's
a cutting wind."

"Oh, nonsense," ho answered, with civil
determination; "a good brisk walk will do
you good; better get out quickly. I shan't
expect you back before a quarter to 6."

She felt like a governess being sent out with
bor pupils, but she did not trust herself to
speak. There was a cutting wind, with now
and then a drizzle of rain in it. She thought
of her husband and bis sister sitting oy tho
fire whilo sho walked along the cliff toward
tho cornfields. It was of no use trying to talk
to the children. They were lumpy and sllont,
as usual. "This is marriage," she said to
herself again; "this is marriage, and women
want it oh, fools that thoy are." Then sho
felt the tears fall down her cheeks as she an-

swered herself: "No, it is not marriage; it is
tho cruel imitation that passes for it, and that
saps the lives of men and women. Oh. it is
terrible, and there is no help for it. As it is
now, so it will bo all through tho years, till
the coffin of one of us is carried out of the
house. Dull and monotonous, eating and
drinking and sleeping, and keeping the house
in order that's my life. He at least has his
work out of doors and its change of every
day."

It was quite G when she got back again.
Sho felt as if sho could hardly drag herself
into the house. They entered by the con-
servatory. Mrs. Oldham and Mr. Webster
were sitting ovar the flro. She heard Mrs.
Oldham say, "She is a very lucky woman;
she has n good husband and an excellent
home." Emily knew it was meant for her,
so she coughed as she went in, and then
made an excuse that her head was worse
in order to go and He down. She wanted to
think about the good husband and tbe excel-
lent home.

"Yes, go, my dear, perhaps it will do you
good," Mr. Webster said approvingly. "I
have been talking about Gilbert to Isabel,
and have decided to send him to a boarding-school- ."

"Why didn't he talk to me about it?" Em-
ily thought. "Is ho always going to be like
this? for if so, I cannot bear it." She lay
down on tho bed with her eyes wide open,
and stared at the darkness. "Oh, if I were
free," sho cried to herself in desperation, "if
I were only free to go hero and there as I
pleasSd or if he were only different!"

Presently Mr. Webster came up with a flar-
ing candle, which he flashed across hor eyes.
Ho moved about the room noislv, sho hid her
face in the pillows and stopped her ears.

"I have no placo in this wide world that is
my very own no place where I have a right
to be wholly by myself."

On Monday morning Mr. Webster an-

nounced that he should stay till Tuesday, and
then tako Maria up to London with him. "I
have been thinking," he said to his wife,
"that you had bettor stay down here for a bit,
and Isabel can take caro of mo in London;
sho hasn't any place of her own yet. We
have not seemed to hit it off together very
well lately, you and L But you will be able
to reflect quietly down here."

"I see," she eaid chaffingly; "this is the
domestic penitentiary? Don't lot us separate
already, Frederick," and sho held out her
hand to him; "and don't bo like this to mo. I
havo only wanted to feel that you gave mo a
little freedom, or at any rate that you took
some interest in me in my bondage. Now I
feel as if I were tied up and isolated. You
give me no companionship, you let me give
you none. You don't even consult me as you
ty yojg sjsjer; but gee t9 tbJn) that I Slijr- -

rled you merely to exeauto a round of
domestic duties."

"Isabel is a woman with a groat deal of
common senEo and sho knows my views on
many subjects and agrees with them. Aa for
you, in my opinion domostlo duties, as I havo
told you before, ought to bo enough Interost
for any ordinary woman. Duty, he added,
with solomnity, "is the pivot on which the
world turns."

Somo fiend eeemed to whisper to her, "It is
also the pivot on which your soul will be
burnt in hell for tho sin into whiohMr.
Wobstor will have driven you." But she
choked back the thought, and with a violent
effort pushed it right out of hor heart.

"I will do as you like," she said, with a
gasp, "will stay hero or go to town."

"That's sensible."
"Perhaps I might mnko ono of tho bed-

rooms Into a littlo studio," she added, "and
do somo painting."

"I don't see the good of it," ho answered,
after a moment's reflection. "It's only waste
of timo; It is not as if you would ever earn
any money at it; and as for decorating the
place, we can buy anything wo want In that
way cheaper and far better than you can do
it. Phillips is coming down with mo for a
couple of days on Saturday: we shall arrive
by tho 2:10 train. You might get for dinner
somo boiled cod or any wnlto flsh, a bit of
sirloin, and a jam tart, and mind thore's o

vy sauce with the flsh. I don't caro about
your wbat do you call it?" hollandalse.
By the way, it would be a good thing if you
mado Jane tako up tho dining-roo- carpet
botween this nnd then, and turn it tho other
way round. You havo nothing to do all tho
week, and can seo to it."

Diokaon Warner pulled up suddenly in Ox-

ford street
"Good heavens, Is it you? I suppose I

ought to call you Mrs. Webster." Sho looked
at him with an expression on hor faoo that
was almost fright, and a joy in hor eyes that
sho could not hide. "I wondered whore you
were," ho said, still holding hor hand. "I
have not seen you since your marriage."

"No," she echoed, "not since my mar-
riage." He knew her well, and tho tono of
her voice told him in a moment that all was
not right. "I am staying nlone at Broad-stairs- ,"

sho said, "but I sllppoi up for the
day without any one knowing."

He looked at hor curiously, then ho said in
a low voice:

"I never understood why you did it or what
I did to mako you change toward me but no
matter wbat it was, let us try to be friends.
Couldn't wo walk a littlo way toward the
park and talk over old times?"

So thoy walked on, nnd in a quarter of an
hour she hated her life raoro than ever and
dreaded going back to lt. At first thev only
talked of pictures and books and tho old sot,
of cheap wandoriugs lu Normandy and flying
visits to Taris, of climbing to tho gallery of
tho opera on a Lohengrin night or sitting in
the orchestra at a Bichter concort. Ho told
her of the picture that Browurlgg was pnint-in- g

nnd the book that Martin had written,
and how Halliday had married and sot up in
a cheap flat near the Edgware Road Station,
and gave little Sunday suppers and what fun
he and his wife had together.

"I thought we should do that sort of thing,
Emily," ho added, and then sho broke down
altogethor. This was in the Park and on two
convenient chairs. Then there followed ex-
planations, and they saw all things plainly,
as many others have seen them when It was
too late. Gradually she cast prudence to the
winds and told him about Mr. Webster, and
betrayed tbo bitterness and disappointment
in her heart. He understood perfectly.

"There's no being more awful in tho
world," he said, "than your fnlrly prosper-
ous humdrum British middle-clas- s husband.
Ho ought to bo loft to become tho prey of tho
average domestic woman."

"And I shall never be that."
"You wero Intended for something bettor,"

and his arm stole round her. Nobody could
seo them, for it was a deserted corner of the
Park. There aro one or two left; they are
very convenient. "I believe 1 love you better
than over." he added desperately. She cov-

ered her face with her hands. It was a terri-
ble joy to think it; sho hated hprself for hav-
ing heard him, and thanked Heaven that she
had.

"And we were meant for each other." ho
went on. "Why did wo both nlay tho fool?
Tho result is, that I shall kick about the
ttorld and probably come to grief somehow,
and you will go and eat out your heart in tho
Adelaide Boad or at Broadstairs."

Ho drew her a little nearer to him, and sho
had no strength to resist.

"I feel as if I could nover go back," she an-
swered chokingly.

"That means going to the dovil," he said
gontly.

She nestled up a littlo closer; her eyes filled,
but sho could not speak.

"I don't believe you caro if it does," ho
whispered.

"No. I don't," she whispered back.
So bo kissed her tears away, and took her

there. She found it more amusing than Mr.
Webster. Lucy Clifford, in the Pall Mall
Magazine.

A STEADY JOB.

What doth tho baseball catcher catch
When winter's chill is here?

Ho catches Brodio as ho jumps
From off the bridge each year.

The Proper Thing to Do.
Stranger For heaven's sake, what's that

unearthly noise?
Host Oh, that's my neighbor's oldest

daughter. Sho has a desire to become an
opera queen.

Stranger (meditatively) Poor thing!
Poor thing! And she is being treated lor it?

gomervjlle Journal,

Fashion Details.
"Who's got tho button?" la a question Damo

Fashion asks of her followers just now. There
Is no doubting the fact that buttons, of nil
sizos, varieties, and especially prices, aro to
bo tho vogue this winter after being mummi-

fied for years.
Hooks nnd eyes will' yotplny an important

part, for theso buttons are meant to adorn,
not to use. No top coat but has its huge but-

tons, which may be usod, if preferable, and
no tailor gown, is without Its array. Cloth
plays no part in their make-u- for metal is
the favorite material.

A shop is offering now for sale some for top
coats or walking jackets of covert cloth and
oheviot, great ribbed onyx ones with covered
mother-o'-poa- rl figures on them. Somo de-
signed for sportswomen have s splendid
bloodhound's head, with a whip In its mouth
as the cut figure, which stands out in artistic
relief from its dark background. These aro
81.50 apiece. Others designed for a cut vel-
vet Louis XVI dinner coat that is to havo
revers of point laco, are exquisite miniature
sot in rhlnestones. The heads were those of
Mario Antoinette, the Dauphin, the littlo
Princess and of Louis 5V lime, du Barry
was there and Mme. Pompadour, also Char-
lotte Corday nnd Jeanne d'Arc. These arti-
cles range anywhere from 50 cents to 58
apieoe.

Turkish buttons threo inches in circum-
ference, of dull silver, are studded with blue-ston- es

and brilliant wheels of gold, set with
imitation amethysts and emeralds. Theso last
are 810 a dozen. Ono of the handsomest
species is brought over from France and costs

50 a dozen. They are sunbursts of finely
out rbinestones mounted on wires of gold and
ara designed for satin and velvet toilets for
ovoniug.

Their vnrlety Is infinite, but ono must own
a few to bo in tho mode this season.

Silk petticoats, flimsily made and unllnod,
may once bavo been pretty, but to tho maiden

thoy present no nttractiveness, be-
cause thoy are weighed in tho balance and
found wanting In utility. They wear out rap-
idly nnd add not a whit to the stand out effect
tbe skirt must now have.

Tho now petticoats aro made with a taffeta
lining then interlined with hair cloth, not
grass cloth, for tho latter loses its stiffness
rapidly. The hair cloth is put up after this
fashion: A bias strip, sixteen inches wide, Is
cut exactly by the lower pattern of tho skirt,
then put between tho two linings, as far as
tho sido gores extend. In tho back width
this is placod in all the way up to tho belt and
put into two largo box plaits, as tho skirt

m SI

ifi f4 Mm

if mm ?Kit If ywll&
MSI ' Im i IP- - r

f I &
1 I I S' a,2itJ

material should be done. This gives tho flnro
out from the waist at the back, which is
grievlously tending toward bustles. Never-
theless, on a slender porson it is distinctly be-
coming.

Gown-make- do not favor the making of
tho petticoat after the very full manner of
the skirts, for it interferes awkwardly with
one's walking. Still, tho hem mut flare

to lend countenance to the now
dress skirt, and many petticoat-make- rs aro
putting small steels in tho hem to produce tho
enlarged flare so desired by those who are
gowned In the extreme This, also, is griev-
ously tending toward hoopsklrts. but as the
fashions change, so do our minds, and tho
new effect is considered very fashionable and
pretty.

Nover was there a feminine heart that didn't
delight in umbrellas, and surely the designers
knew It, for theyrnko every artistic instinct
in thpir souls to devise and satisfy this longing.

Handles of gold and silver aro children of a
day that is done. They wore cheaply imi-

tated, and smart women put their real ones
aside in disgust and took to those of wood.

This set the pace to those who were not
modish folk, and fashion whirled from tho
mineral to tho vegetable kingdom.

And now we havo umbrellas of finest silk
with handlei of wood, on which the artists
place many designs. Tho favorite shapes in
handles are long and narrow. One odd
variety of newest build is of gnarled im-
ported wood, without a semblance of polish,
ending at tho top in a grotesque or pictur-
esque head made of bisquo. One is of a little
Dutch boy, with a water lily inerted over his
head. Another ends in a cross-legge- d

Brownie, and others in red tomatoes, with
tho four green leaves at tho top.

Those of rough wood, with large cherries
sprinkle over the handle aro sold, but aro
not a bit smart in tone.

The preferable ones are carved in long
slabs that are tipped with silver or twisted
in a circle at tho end that the owner may slip
her hand in to hold it better.

A stylo that fits tho woman in tho rough
tailor gown is built similarly to a man's cano,
having a broad claw of wood or burnt ivory,
tipped with silver, placed at right angles to
tho handle proper.

Burnt ivory Is very fashionablo still,
if mounted with narrow filigree sil-

ver bands, and some devices show an elf's
face, carved intaglio into the ivory, sur-
mounted Dy a cap of silver. Very dressy um-
brellas have handles of plain mother-of-pear- l,

fashioned column like; others have a large
amethist or emorald laid into the metal at tho
end. But women who dress modestly don't
go in for any of theso styles as much as they
do for tho rough or scented wood, twisted
and turned and capped charily with silver.

A word as to the care of your umbrella.
Never put it wet. If
you can't open it and allow it to dry at its
best, which Is the correct method, then placo
it so thero is no chance for
tho drippings to remain in the tip and rot tho
silk. Agaiu, never go out with your umbrella
unrolled when not in use. It is a world of
saving if the cover is always kept on it, to say
nothing of tho smnrter appearance it makes.

Jocelyn Davis.

MAGAZINE VERSES.

Who drives the horses of the sun
Shall lord it but a day;

Better tho lowly deed were done,
And kopt the liumble way.

The rust will find the sword of famo
The dust will hide the crown;

Ay, none shall nail so high his name.
Time will not tear it down.

The happiest heart that ever beat
"Was in some quiet breast

That found the common daylight sweet
And lpft to hea en tho rest.

John Vance Cheney, in Harper's Magazine.

If we have let our sunny springtime pass
With idle acorn of what the year might bring

Have gathered flowers to toss them on tho grass,
And only cared to hoar the woodbirds sing;

If wo have turnod aside from soher truth
In bright dolu9ive fairylands to stray,

And spent the golden promise of our south
With seinsh llvlnc a nd regardless play-W- hen

shadows fall a shall be btruck at heart
With bitter grlevlnc for our blasted fate;

And then the losson of life's saddor part
Will lead to agonized remorso-t- oo latel

The land Is barren now which once was green;
We never can bo tv hat we might have been.

Arthur i, Salmofli in The Acexlemj,

SUITS FOR BOVS.

They Must Withstand tbe Hardest Kind of
Usage.

Tho seams of boys' clothing should bo

neotly and strongly finished at tho ends and
strong linen thread used in thuir manufac-
ture. Buttons must especially receive plenty

of thread, and those that havo to bear a strain
should be sewed on over a pin or a match,

which should bo removed when tho Bowing ia

dono. The thread should then bo wound
around tho strands botweon the button and
tho cloth until a structure is built which is
perfoctly firm. Then tho thread should bo
securely fastened on the under side.

It is astonishing to find how many mothers
and even professional seamstresses do not
sow buttons on in this way nnd seem novcr to
have heard of it. A strong double lining or
stny for tho'button should bo provided, or
else at the first provocation tho boy will de-

molish the very cloth itself, and nothing will
bo loft upon which a new button may bo es-

tablished. On all ready-mad- e suits the but-

tons should bo carefully resowed before tho
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BOYS' SUITS.

boy Is allowed to put them on. Cloth covered
buttons are a delusion. At be- -t the cloth
covering wears phabby in a few weeks, and it
is often Mfllcult to maten such buttons. Bone
and gutta percha are good enough for any
common suit. Braid binding, even when it is
of alpaca, is to bo avoided. It wears off early
In conspicuous places and must be often re-

newed.
Most mothers And tho ready mado suite, if

purchased from a good shop, the most eco-

nomical. Among most of these, even some of
tho best, a prevalent failing is a narrowness
of the coat across the chest. The result of
this is to mako the boy stoop and to mjuro
hi3 breathing power. It would be better to
have the coat a trifle too broad than too nar-
row. Indeed, in buying coats for growing
boy3 allowance must bo made for mneh fill-

ing out and stretching up during a period of
three or four months.

A sketch is ghen of two suits for a seven-yar-o- ld

boy, the first of serge, the seeond of
cloth. Each is suitable for school wear.

Jcdic Chollzt.

WOMEN OVER THE SEA.

Tho Queen of Boumanla, best known under
her pseudonym of "Carmen Sylva," has re-

turned to the rojal palace of Smaia, and tho
event has been hailed with loud expressions
of delight by the people of Bucharest. The
King i3 popular with his subjects, and his
consort, though less understood, has won
their deep affection.

Not long ago the directors of tho Bank of
England resolved to throw cpen a number of
appointments to women, and instituted a
standard of examination which female candi-
dates had to pass. The ladles who reached
the necessary level at once received remuner-
ative appointments, and the experiment
worked so'satisfactorllytbatothpr ladies wero
appointed to vacancies, to tho consternation,
it is said, of tho men clerks empleyed In the
building.

Miss Jessie Ackermann. president of the W.
C. T. TJ. of Australia, has jut completed a
successful world s lecturing tour d.inng tho
rast six years. She is now in London, and
has given her friends most Interesting ac-

counts of her visit to Miss Olive Schreiner.
Miss Ackermann sails on tbe 27th for Boston,
and begins n lecturing engagement of 200
nights in tho States. Daring her brit-- f visit
to London she is writing a book in reply to
Mr. Stead's "If Christ Came to Chicago."
It will be published in England and America
on January 1 next.

Mine. Tolstoi i3 a remarkable woman, who
received a diploma from the Moscow Univer-
sity at tho age of seventeen, was married
when she was eighteen, and her husband
twenty jears older, and is now, after thirty-on- e

years of married life, the mother of nino
living children, and her husband's potent aid
in his literary labors. Until her children aro
ten years old sue makes all their clothes.
She copies and recopies her husband's manu-
script, a task the difficulty of which is in-

creased by the shorthand in
which Count Tolstoi sets down his composi-
tion.

Tho Dowager Empress of China is much
concerned at the Chinese reverses, and tho
Emperor has reluctantly agreed to the post-
ponement of tho national celebration of her
majesty's sixtieth birthday. An imperial
edict has consequently been issued ordering
the projected festivities to be everywhere
postponed until a more auspicious moment
and instructing the various provincial au-

thorities to forward tho money which has
Deen collected to Peking, where it will be

to the prosecution of the war against
the Japanese. It is estimated that this ar-

rangement will Increase the war chest by quite
5,000,000 sterling.

a

HINTS FOR A DEBUTANTE.

Dinner Table Talk PInys an Important
Part in Social Success.

"Tho first dinner of a debutanto is almost
as much of an ordeal as her first ball, and a
much greater test of her capabilities," re-

marked a woman of tho world who had
launched several daughters successfully.

" 'Keep on talking,' I used always to tell
my girls, 'oven if you have to talk about
nothing. It's better to bo thought silly than
stupid, and very young girls are bound to bo
either the one or the other as a rule. It is a
fatal mlstako to sit speechless at tho first fow
dinners. Hostesses resent a
guest and noid asking dead weights a second
timo if they can help it. It really .does not
matter what yon say. Kecite 'Jlother dooso
if you like. People rarely listen to you, any-
way, and you must prnctlco on somabody.

' 'Gradually the facon de parler will como
to you and you can cheerfully join in tho
talk of the day without difficulty: but a habit
of silenco once acquired, and a roputation for
dullness .and stiffness once fastened upon a
girl, and society votes her heavy and unin-
teresting, however pi etty. accomplished and
really well informed she may be. All that
may be utilized later on and will come ad-

mirably into play after sho has acquired tho
art of talking, but in the beginning anything
will do. A n novelist has said that
by usage only can you attain the art of so-

ciety talk. Gradually, if you praeli e the
system assiduously, you will be able to talk
alone. Your unconscious phrases will become
exactly like those of your neighbors. You
will thon only need to open your mouth,
stretch the vocal cords and supply tho neces-
sary breath and admirably constructed inan-
ities will roll out without effort. "

Culture in the South.
Tho belief that tho Soueh held most of tho

oulture of tho country in tho years before tho
war is still strongly fixed in tho mind3 of tho
people of that rogion. Ono agreeable old gen-

tleman who speaks tho soft tongue so curiously
tinctured with tho darkey dialect gravely
argued the other day that the languaceof tho
older Southern States wa a purer English
than that now spoken in England. It was
the speech of tho cavaliers, he asserted,
handed down in all it3 o e'eganco
and perfection, untouched by the demoralizing
etymological influences that have umic ed tbe
Britons of tho last 20U jtais. and bo pro-
ceeded to tnl about "eyar" and "cyarpot
and "Baltima" in a way which would havo
made his cavalier ancestors smite their sword
bjmdlea wjib. amflzemgnif, Qrjj Tribune.

"Hurd's Nam on the Box.'

"A Graceful

Letter Writer"
is a distinction, enjoyed by tne
few rather than the many. The
first impression is made by the
paper. If that is correct, a
good beginning has been
made. HURDS PRINCE
OF WALES WRITING PA-

PERS are the standard of ele-

gance for all social corre-

spondence. Cream, French
Grey and Beryl are the latest
tints all with the famous kid
finish writing surface.

"Hurd's Name In the Paper."

Don't Take Chances.
There Is but ona

and that's the ono you want for head-

ache, brainwork, nervous debility,

and indigestion.

Everybody sells It Made by TV". R, "Warner A

Co., Philadelphia and Ne-- Tort.

Miss Maria Parloa
Strongly KecommendU
the use of

Liebig COMPANY'S

Extract of Beef
And she has written a
neat

COOK BOOK,
which will bo sent frea
on application to
Dauchy & Co., 27 Park
Place, Xew York.

OX--
Y Ions G. Jena P. M. Dsxwsuxa.

9 ESTABLISHED 1353.

Y Neatness Punctuality Fair Prlcai

JiMd & DetweilBr,
Printers and Publishers,

420-42- 3 Ilth St N. W.,
Washington, D. C

Printers to tho Scientific Sodotlea at
Washington, U. . Supreme and District
Courts.

Print anything from a visiting card to a
thousand page boot.9

Ggg-eC'-g'g-v- '' ty -

FUNERAL EXPENSES REDUCED.
S. H. HINES.

Undertaker and Embalsser, Main Ofice, 2203

and 3)5 i'ourteenth street northwest Branca,
ofHco 910 street southwest
Twenty years' experience in the business, and
first-cla- work guaranteed. Arrangements can,
be made with ua for funerals in any part 01 th
United States.

o. 3 armshed CoCn, without class J13L0O

Sb. 4 Varnished CoQn. with glass 33.00
No. 5 Tarnished Casket, with glass 35.00
So. 6 Varnished Casket, better grade 43.00
No. T Black Cloth Casket, with glass 100

o. 8 Black Clot Casket, with glass 63.00
Xo. 9 Black Cloth Casket, with glass 73.00
No. 10 Black Cloth Casket, with glass 85.00

Metallic Caskets furnished in proportion when
desired. It will cost you nothing to investigate
our prices. seSMjrao

RA1LE0ADS.

Pen nsfivama
RAILROAD.

STATION CORNER OF SIXTH AND

B STREETS.
In Effect June 24, 1894.

10:33 A. iL PEN"SrLVANIA LIMITED-Pu- ll,
man Compartment Sleeping. Dining, fcmokln?,
and Observation Cars Harrisbarg to Chicago,
Cincinnati, Indianapolis, Cleveland, and To-
ledo. Buffet Parlor Car to Harrisburg;

10:SO A. M. FAST UE Pullman buffet Parlor
Car to Harrisburg, Parlor and Dining Cars,
Harrisburg to Pittsburg.

8:15 P. M. CHICAGO AND ST LOUIS EX-
PRESS Pullman Buffet Parlor Car to Har-
risburg, Sleeping and Dlninc Cars, Harris-
burg to St. Louis, Cincinnati, LoulSTilZa, and
Chicago.

7:10 P. 1L WESTERN EXPRESS PuUmaa
Sleeping Cars to Chicago, and Harrisbnrs
to Cleveland. Dinlne Car to Chicago.

7:10 P. 3L SOtTUWEsTERN EXPRESS
Pullman Sleeping and Dining Cars to St.
Louis, and Sleeping Car Harrisburg to Cin-
cinnati.

10:40 P. 1L PACIFIC XPRESS. Pullman
bleeping Car to Pittsburg.

750 a. m. for Kane, Canandalgua, Rochester,
and Niagara Falls daily, except Sunday.

10:30 a. m. for Elmlra and Renova daily, except
aunday. For Wllliamsport daily, 3:15 p. m

7:10 p m. for Wllliamsport, Rochester, Buffalo,
and Niacara Falls daily, exceDt Saturday.
with Sleeping Car Washington to Rochester.

10:40 P. 2L for trie, Canandalgua, Rochester, and.
Buffalo daily, and Niagara Falls daily, except
Saturday, with Sleoplng Car Washington to
Elmlra, and Saturdays only Washington to
Rochester.

ror Philadelphia, Now York:, and tho East
4.00 P. M. "CONGRESSIONAL LIMITED"

All Parlor Cars, with Dining Car from Balti-
more, for New York daily, for Philadelphia
week days. 7, 7:53 (Dining Car), 9:00, 9.W
(Dining Car), and 11:00 kiininjj Car) a. n.
12:i5, 3:15, 4s, 1030, and 1135 p. mv On Sun-
day, 7:20, 7:55 (Dining Car), 90, 110 (ulnin?
Car) a.m., 12:15. 3:15,430. 100, and 11:35 p.
m. For Philadelphia only. Fast Express 7:50
a. m. waek days. Express, 2.U1 and 5:40 p. m.
dally

For Boston, without change, 7:50 a. m. week
days, and 3:15 p. m. dally

For Baltimore 6.25, 750, 7.50. 753, JfcCO, 9:40, 10:30,
11:00, and 11:50 a. m , 12:15, 3:13,4:00 (lim-
ited), 4.20, 4:36, 5.40, 8:14, 7:10, 10.00, 10:40, U:15,
and 1135 p. m. On Sunday, 70, 7:53, 935,
1030,1130 a. m., 12.15, 1:15, 2.01,3:15,4:00 lim-
ited), 40, 5:40, G.14, 7:10, 10:00, 10:40, and 1133
p. m.

For Pope's Creek Line, 7:20 a. m. and 435 pt nv
daily, except Sunday

For Annapolis, 7:20, y.OO, and 11 JO a za.., and
4:29 p. re dally, except Sunday. Sunday 9:00
a. m., and 4:20 p. m.

Atlantic Coast Line Express for Richmond,
Jacksonville and Tampa, 130 a. m., 330 p. m.
dally. Richmond and Atlanta, $30 p. m. daily.
Richmond only, 10.57 a. m. week days.

Accommodation for Quantico, 7:43 a. m. dally,
and 4:23 p. m. week days.

For Alexandria, 430.635, 7:13, 9:45,10-.57-
,

11 JO a, m., 1230. 1:40, 3:20, 4:25. 530, 537. 6:13,
832, 1035, and 1130 p. m. On Sunday at 430,
7:45, 9:15 a. m., 2.45, 8:15, 832, and 1035 p m.

Leavo Alexandria for Washington 835, 6:43, 733,
8.00, 9:10, 10:15, lOSSa. m 130, 2:15, 330, 3.23,
E30, 5:30, 7 00. 7:20, 9:15, and 1133 rm. tK Sunday at 9.1ft. 10:23 a. m , 2.15,
5 30, 730, 7:20, 9"15, aad 10.52 p. in.
Ticket oGlces northeast corner Of Thirteenth,

street and PennsylranM avenue, and at the sta-
tion. Sixth and B streets, where orders can b
left for tho cheeking of baggage to destination
from hotels and residences. J. R- - WOOD,

General Passenger Axoni
8. "1L. PRIUQST, General Manages,


